Big Ben

Gurgled and foamed in the delicious cool
With crimson freshets. . , .

" But tell us," cried Nat Field,
When pipes began to puff.   " How did you work

it?"

Camden chuckled and tugged his long white beard.
" Out of the mouth of babes," he said, and shook
His wrinkled hand at Selden.   " O, young man,
There's a career before you I   Selden did it.
Take   my  advice,   my  children.     Make   young

Selden

Solicitor-general to the Mermaid Inn.
That rosy silken smile of his conceals
A scholar!   Yes, that suckling lawyer there
Puts my grey beard to shame.   His courteous airs
And silken manners hide the nimblest wit
That ever trimmed a sail to catch the wind
Of courtly favour.   Mark my words now, Ben,
That youth will sail right up against the wind
By skilful tacking.   But you run it fine,
Selden, you run it fine.   Take my advice,
And don't be too ironical, my boy,
Or even the king will see it."

He chuckled again.
" But tell them of your treatise."

" Here it is,"

Said Selden, twisting a lighted paper-spill,
Then, with his round cherubic face a-glow,
Lit his long silver pipe.

"Why, first," he said,
"Camden, being Clarencieux King-at-Arms,
I made him read the King this tract I wrote
Against tobacco."
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